
 

 

 
 

E6 Q1 SEARCH FOR IDENTITY COLD READ ASSESSMENT 

 

Reading Comprehension 

Directions  Read the following selections. Then answer the questions that follow. 
 

In Anne of Green Gables, siblings Matthew and Marilla Cuthbert find that they need 
help on their farm. Because neither has any children, the two decide to adopt a boy 
from an orphanage. In this excerpt, Matthew goes to the train station to pick up their 
new family member. 

 
from Anne of Green Gables 

L. M. Montgomery 
 

Matthew encountered the station-master locking up the ticket-office 

preparatory to going home for supper, and asked him if the five-thirty train would 

soon be along. 

“The five-thirty train has been in and gone half an hour ago,” answered 

that brisk official. “But there was a passenger dropped off for you—a little girl. 

She’s sitting out there on the shingles. I asked her to go into the ladies’ waiting- 

room, but she informed me gravely that she preferred to stay outside. “ ‘There 

was more scope for imagination,’ she said. She’s a case, I should say.” 

“I’m not expecting a girl,” said Matthew blankly. “It’s a boy I’ve come 

10  for. He should be here. Mrs. Alexander Spencer was to bring him over from Nova 

Scotia for me.” 

The station-master whistled. 

“Guess there’s some mistake,” he said. “Mrs. Spencer came off the train 

with that girl and gave her into my charge. Said you and your sister were adopting 

her from an orphan asylum and that you would be along for her presently. That’s 

all I know about it—and I haven’t got any more orphans concealed hereabouts.” 

“I don’t understand,” said Matthew helplessly, wishing that Marilla was at 

hand to cope with the situation. 

“Well, you’d better question the girl,” said the station-master carelessly. “I 

20  dare say she’ll be able to explain—she’s got a tongue of her own, that’s certain. 

Maybe they were out of boys of the brand you wanted.” 

He walked jauntily away, being hungry, and the unfortunate Matthew was 

left to do that which was harder for him than bearding a lion in its den—walk up 

to a girl—a strange girl—an orphan girl—and demand of her why she wasn’t a 

boy. Matthew groaned in spirit as he turned about and shuffled gently down the 

platform towards her. 

She had been watching him ever since he had passed her and she had her 

eyes on him now. Matthew was not looking at her and would not have seen what 

she was really like if he had been, but an ordinary observer would have seen this: 

30 A child of about eleven, garbed in a very short, very tight, very ugly dress 

of yellowish gray wincey. She wore a faded brown sailor hat and beneath the hat, 
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extending down her back, were two braids of very thick, decidedly red hair. Her 

face was small, white and thin, also much freckled; her mouth was large and so 

were her eyes, which looked green in some lights and moods and gray in others. 

So far, the ordinary observer; an extraordinary observer might have seen 

that the chin was very pointed and pronounced; that the big eyes were full of spirit 

and vivacity; that the mouth was sweet-lipped and expressive; that the forehead 

was broad and full; in short, our discerning extraordinary observer might have 

concluded that no commonplace soul inhabited the body of this stray woman- 

40  child of whom shy Matthew Cuthbert was so ludicrously afraid. 

Matthew, however, was spared the ordeal of speaking first, for as soon as 

she concluded that he was coming to her she stood up, grasping with one thin 

brown hand the handle of a shabby, old-fashioned carpet-bag; the other she held 

out to him. 

“I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?” she said in a 

peculiarly clear, sweet voice. “I’m very glad to see you. I was beginning to be 

afraid you weren’t coming for me and I was imagining all the things that might 

have happened to prevent you. I had made up my mind that if you didn’t come for 

me to-night I’d go down the track to that big wild cherry-tree at the bend, and 

50  climb up into it to stay all night. I wouldn’t be a bit afraid, and it would be lovely 

to sleep in a wild cherry-tree all white with bloom in the moonshine, don’t you 

think? You could imagine you were dwelling in marble halls, couldn’t you? And I 

was quite sure you would come for me in the morning, if you didn’t to-night.” 

Matthew had taken the scrawny little hand awkwardly in his; then and 

there he decided what to do. He could not tell this child with the glowing eyes that 

there had been a mistake; he would take her home and let Marilla do that. She 

couldn’t be left at Bright River anyhow, no matter what mistake had been made, 

so all questions and explanations might as well be deferred until he was safely 

back at Green Gables. 
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from Cheaper by the Dozen 

Frank B. Gilbreth Jr. and Ernestine Gilbreth Carey 
 

Dad was a tall man, with a large head, jowls, and a Herbert Hoover collar. 

He was no longer slim; he had passed the two-hundred-pound mark during his 

early thirties, and left it so far behind that there were times when he had to resort 

to railway baggage scales to ascertain his displacement. But he carried himself 

with the self-assurance of a successful gentleman who was proud of his wife, 

proud of his family, and proud of his business accomplishments. 

Dad had enough gall to be divided into three parts, and the ability and 

poise to backstop the front he placed before the world. He’d walk into a factory 

like the Zeiss works in Germany or the Pierce Arrow plant in this country and 

10  announce that he could speed up production by one-fourth. He’d do it, too. 

One reason he had so many children—there were twelve of us—was that 

he was convinced anything he and Mother teamed up on was sure to be a success. 

Dad always practiced what he preached, and it was just about impossible 

to tell where his scientific management company ended and his family life began. 

His office was always full of children, and he often took two or three of us, and 

sometimes all twelve, on business trips. Frequently, we’d tag along at his side, 

pencils and notebooks in our hands, when Dad toured a factory which had hired 

him as an efficiency expert. 

On the other hand, our house at Montclair, New Jersey, was a sort of 

20  school for scientific management and the elimination of wasted motions—or 

“motion study,” as Dad and Mother named it. 

Dad took moving pictures of us children washing dishes, so that he could 

figure out how we could reduce our motions and thus hurry through the task. 

Irregular jobs, such as painting the back porch or removing a stump from the front 

lawn, were awarded on a low-bid basis. Each child who wanted extra pocket 

money submitted a sealed bid saying what he would do the job for. The lowest 

bidder got the contract. 

Dad installed process and work charts in the bathrooms. Every child old 

enough to write—and Dad expected his offspring to start writing at a tender 

30  age—was required to initial the charts in the morning after he had brushed his 

teeth, taken a bath, combed his hair, and made his bed. At night, each child had to 

weigh himself, plot the figure on a graph, and initial the process charts again after 

he had done his homework, washed his hands and face, and brushed his teeth. 

Mother wanted to have a place on the charts for saying prayers, but Dad said 

as far as he was concerned prayers were voluntary. 

It was regimentation, all right. But bear in mind the trouble most parents 

have in getting just one child off to school, and multiply it by twelve. Some 

regimentation was necessary to prevent bedlam. Of course there were times when 



 

 

 

a child would initial the charts without actually having fulfilled the requirements. 

40  However, Dad had a gimlet eye and a terrible swift sword. The combined effect 

was that truth usually went marching on. 

Yes, at home or on the job, Dad was always the efficiency expert. He 

buttoned his vest from the bottom up, instead of from the top down, because the 

bottom-to-top process took him only three seconds, while the top-to-bottom took 

seven. He even used two shaving brushes to lather his face, because he found that 

by doing so he could cut seventeen seconds off his shaving time. For a while he 

tried shaving with two razors, but he finally gave that up. 

“I can save forty-four seconds,” he grumbled, “but I wasted two minutes 

this morning putting this bandage on my throat.” 

50  It wasn’t the slashed throat that really bothered him. It was the two 

minutes. 
 

From Cheaper by the Dozen by Frank B. Gilbreth Jr. and Ernestine Gilbreth Carey. Copyright © 1948, 

1963 by Frank B. Gilbreth Jr. and Ernestine Gilbreth Carey. Reprinted by permission of 

HarperCollins Publishers. 
 
 


